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they were poisonous, and forbade us all to touch. Tennyson in' defiance put out his hand. " Don't touch 'em/' shrieked Mrs Cameron. "You shan't, Alfred ! " But Alfred did. "Wash your hands then ! " But Alfred wouldn't, and rubbed his moustache instead, enjoying Mrs Cameron's agonies. Then she said to him, " Will you come to-morrow to be photographed ? " He, very emphatically, " No ! " Then she turned to me, "You left a Great Poet out of Nightingale Valley, and have been repenting ever since in sackcloth and ashes, eh?" She meant Henry Taylor. I tried to say that the volume was not a collection of specimens of poets, but she did not listen. Then she said graciously, " Corne to-morrow and you shall be taken, and (whispers) you shall see Madonna, eh?" Madonna, otherwise called Island Mary, being one of her pretty servants whom she photographs as the Virgin, etc. This eh ! and hm ! makes a droll little finish to many of Mrs Cameron's sentences. She is extremely clever, and good-natured. Tennyson and I went out to the porch with Mrs Cameron, where her donkey-chair was waiting in the moonlight. We looked at some of her own photographs on the walls, and at one of Henry Taylor. Tennyson said to one of the Cameron boys, " All your mother's geese are swans and all her Taylors are gods!'1 "What's that?" says Mrs Cameron, who only heard part; upon which Tennyson repeated the words, introducing them with "Your son says," at which we all laughed, whether the lady enjoyed it or not. But she was candid enough on her part. Tennyson asked her would she photograph Mr Barnes? But she said " No." She objected to the top of his head.
Tennyson now took Barnes and me to his top room. " Darwinism, Man from Ape, would that really make any difference?" "Time is nothing (said T.) : are we not all part of Deity? " " Pantheism," hinted Barnes, who was not at ease in this sort of speculation. " Well," says Tennyson, " I think I believe in Pantheism, of a sort." Barnes to bed, Tennyson and I up ladder to the roof and looked at Orion ; then to my room, where more talk. He liked Barnes, he said, "but he is not accustomed to strong views theologic." We talked of Browning, for whom Tennyson had a very strong personal regard. " I can't understand how he should care for my poetry. His new poem has 15,000 lines: there's copiousness 1 Good night" Bed about i.